JOHN  FLETCHER
Primrose, first-born child of Ver,
Merry springtime's harbinger,
With her bells dim;
Oxlips in their cradles growing,
Marigolds on death-beds blowing,
Larks'-heels trim;
All dear Nature's children sweet,
Lie 'fore bride and bridegroom's feet,
Blessing their sense.
Not an angel of the air,
Bird melodious, or bird fair,
Be absent hence.
The crow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor
The boding raven, nor chough hoar,
Nor chattering pie,
May on our bride-house perch or sing,
Or with them any discord bring,
But from it fly.
J. FLETCHER
From The Elder Brother, 1637
Beauty, clear and fair,
Where the air
Rather like a perfume dwells,
Where the violet and the rose
The blue veins in blush disclose,
And come to honour nothing else.
Where to live near,
And planted there,
Is to live, and still live new;
Where to gain a favour is-
More than light, perpetual bliss,
Make me live by serving you,
- Dear again back recall
To this light
A stranger to himself and all;
Both the wonder and the story
Shall be yours, and eke the glory;
I am your servant and your thrall.
J. FLETCHER,